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Halo : Post-war-lone-wolf 

"Admiral Parangosky ... You ' ve kept her in there for how long?" 

"Since ONI recovered her during the Fall of Reach. Its is unfortunate 
that Catherine-B-32 0 was the only Spartan-three that was 
recovered ..." 

Rat's body rested frozen in the cryo tube, located along a line of 
other cryotubes carrying personnel that were shot, burned, 
torn-to-pieces, or otherwise. Rat was the least disturbing amongst 
the other corpses, but she was given the privilege of not being 
allowed to rot in a grave. Instead she was placed on display at a 45 
degree angle, coated in ice crystals and gazing upwards with a nasty 
hole marking where her eye would be located on her helmet. 

"I'm glad you left the helmet on." 

"Indeed..." Parangosky added. After a few moments she started to 
march away from Rat's tube, walking along side others. 

"Jun-A266 is already recruiting soldiers amongst our special forces 
for fourth generation of spartans..." Parangosky bought up. 

" I know . " 

She paused realizing that the figure she was talking to seemed upset 
with something familiar to all veterans of war. "Its easy to think 
that all the effort that you and your generation put into the last 
war was for nothing now... but hear me out; You've done just as much 
as the Chief to allow me to give you a bunch of big shiny metals and 



retire somewhere comfortable. But you don't want that, either don't 
you? You're a spartan, technically not a human in your eyes. So 
here's my other offer; I want you to be the next Kurt Ambrose and the 
next Mendez. Your job would be to study soldiers on the field and 
choose the right candidates for the next generation. You won't be 
doing any recruiting or talking - just watching. And maybe some 
alien-killing. I'll have you start with Captain Dare's ODST 
Squad... and in return, soldier, you'll get transported across the 
galaxy to alien worlds filled with beautiful landscapes, sport 
ranging from thorn beast to Guta to covenant, and you'll have the 
privileges and benefits of being one of our own 
agents ..." 

Parangosky turned around to look at the spartan in the face - a scar 
from a plasma dagger ran across the nose and under the tired eyes. 

The spartan's head tiled, showing consideration of the offer. But 
Parangosky continued, changing topics before a decision could be 
made . 

"There is one thing I must ask you before you take up these offers... 
your helmet camera - one the tools of your mark-5 - shut down before 
it could capture more of the skirmish we previously presumed you 
perished in ... " 

"I'm sure Jun has a crazier story that me, ma'am..." 

"Walking an old lady across the planet? I doubt it... so tell me. 

Noble Six... How _the hell_ did you manage to escape Reach?" 


End 
f ile . 



